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Ome all ye young gallants that's paſſing along, 


Pray liſten a while to my frolickſome ſong 

The joke it is merry as eber you did hear, 
And for truth it was done in Hanover-fquare. 

A charming young lady of beauty ſo fair, 
As it is reported is now living there; 
Her fortune it was fifte-n hundred a year, 
And many young gallants did to her repair. 

A lord that lives in the neighbourhood there, 
A courting did come to this lady fair, 
He was lik'd by the lady, they were to be wed, 
And all things we find on both fides were agreed. 

This lady's temper being merry and free, 
One day, after dinner, when drinking of tea, 
This noble young lord with his ſweet heart was fet 
And being very merry, began for to jeft, 


They began for to talk of what diſhes they lov'd, 


sche lady, I much ofa pig do approve, 
With that the young lord he did anſwer again, 
1 741 give you the fineſt that ever was feen, 
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Both young and tender my dear it ſhall be, 
And as white as a Chicken in every degree, 
Permit me my love, the honour to have 


To make you a preſent of what you do crave, 


But I'll be at ſupper, my joy and my dear 
And merry we'll be I ſolemnly ſwear, 
So ſend your footman this evening my dear, 
And the pig ſhall be ready againſt he comes there. 
This thing was agreed, the pig was to be ſent, 
Ard the very ſame evening the footman he went; 
But now comes the merrieſt part of my ſong, 
Will make you to ſimper before I have done, 
Jack comes to my lord fo neat and ſo trim, 
Jack, ſays the lord, for the pig you are come: 
Here's the fineſt, my voy, that ever was ſeen, 
So carry it home to my beautiful queen. 
And tell her to ſupper I'll certainly come, 
At the hour often I'd have it to be done, 
Jack, anſwer'd, My lord, it fhall be as you ſey, 
He took up the pig and wentjogg ing away. 


* 

But as he was trudging along in the ſtreet, 
A buxom young doxy he chanced to meet, 
She tipt him the wink, down an alley did turn, 
He quite forgot ſupper, and after her run, 

He ask'd her the price, ſhe told him a crown, 
He gave her a groat, and the baſket ſet down! 
He ſaid. let it lie till our ſport it is o'er, 
But little did think he ſhould ſee it no more, 

A country girl that a fooling had been, 
And got up her belly, came here to lie in; 
From the pariſh nurſe had juſt come abroad, 
(Poor creature ! ſhe had no place of abode) 

Came down the dark alley the child for to lay, 
Tumbling over the baſket as they were at play, 
She whipt out the pig, and the child ſhe put in, 
And ſoftly crept out of the alley apain, 

The child in the baſket did lay ſnug and warm, 
Jack follow'd his ſport and thought it no harm 
Su enamour'd was he with his Phillis ſo fair, 
He would not be baulk'd had the devil been there, 

Of his watch and money the whore did him bite 
Saying my dear you don't think of the ſupper to night 
That's true. ſaid the ſootman, ſo good night, my dear 
hen he took up his b.ſket and home he did ſteer. 

To fetch up the time he had loft with his frow, 
He tan every ſtep he had for to go; 
All in a ſmoak with the baſket did run, 
And gave the fair lady to know he was come. 

The lady ſhe ſent for him into the room, 
Where ladies at tea table were ſet around, 
She ſaid unto him, what's my lord ſent the pig? 
Ves, a fine one, ſays Jack as white as an egg. 

And ſo ina hurry the pig to pull out, 
The baby did ſquall, and the ladies did ſhout. 
Jack ſtar'd, and ſeem'd like one that was wild, 
Saying, Zounds madam ! the pig's turn'd to a child. 

The ladies for laughing could none of them ſpeak 
And the child for bubby moft ſadly did ſqueak. 
At laſt they begun to gueſs what wis meant 


And ſhe reſolv'd to ſead him again thz preſent. 


She ſaid to my lord take the pig back again, 
And tell him I'm much beholden to him, 
He run with the child ſo loud it did bawl, 
The women ſet on him like birds on an owl 


Saying where's the rogue going to carcy the child, 


He made them no anſwer, they thought he was wild. 

do to the lord's houſe aß et him they did run, 

To ſee what would with the young baby be done. 
He rung the bell, the fervant aid come, 

He ſaid, where's your lord? for I am undone : 
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The lord from the window then did look out, 7 
To fee what the meaning was then of this rout. 

At length down ftairs to the ſootman he came 
Who ſaid to the lord, what is this you have done, 
Hexe is ſuch a thing would make a man wild, 

The pig, my good lord; is turn'd to a child, | 

The lord drew his rapier, ſaying what do you mean 
You dog, get you home with your baftard again 
Did ye think to bite me, you dog at this rate, 

So gave him a cuff, and a bang on the pate. 

The footman fearing his life he muſt pay, 
Was heartily glad to get out of the way, 
The lord he inftantly call'd for nis chair, 
And hurry'd away to his lady fair. 

Then coming up ſtairs in a trembling fright, 
Crying, what is the matter, my love and delight, 
That impudent rogue brought a child unto me, 

I'll ſwear *'ewas a pig, love, I ſent unto thee, 

The lady ſaid ſure, my lord 'tis your own game, 
If you gave him a pig, fir, he'd bring us the ſame, 
Or how could the fellow bring ſuch a thing here ? 
At this the young lord in a fury did ſwear, 

The footman was call'd there examin'd to be, 
The lord ſaid, truth, firah, come tell unto me, 

Did you not fit down the pig by the way ? 
John fell on his knees, ſaying, fir, I do pray: 


John's Confeſſion. 


ORGIVE, and the truth I'l] unto you report, 
| pick'd up a whore and I gave her a groat; 
And in a dark alley the baſket | ſer, 
And there my good lord, 1 ſuppoſe I wasbit, 
Tohear John's conſeſſion they laugh'd till they piſt 
The lady faid, He ſhall ſtrait be diſmiſg'd 
But he muſt father the child for the ſame, 
And it muſt be chriſtened after his name. 
Next came a letter the truth to make known, 
} rom the young baby's mother that told all the fun; 
And how, hie the footman was kiſſing the whore, 


| She left him the baby becauſe ſhe was poor. 


John then miſs'd his watch and his money alſo, . 
And in a ſhort time to the doctor did go; 
The lady we hear was pleaſed at the joke, 
She has given the infant, as the people report: 

Ten pounds a year to keep it till it was big, 
And the chriſtian name was called, Young Pig, 
It ſerves them for paſtime the long winter nights, 
While the young lord is courting his joy and delight. 
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